CHAPTER ONE
Raymond counted his money quickly, licking his oily thumb to separate the crinkled gourdes. Some of the numbers were undecipherable, the edges ripped or the corners smudged away with time and friction. "Fifty," he muttered, shaking his head. It was hardly enough to cover his rent.
He shuffled the money with a heavy sigh, his fingers rubbing against the printed portrait of François Duvalier. Even on paper, the president's eyes seemed accusing, spying on him through thick, rimmed glasses. Raymond piled the bills into a thin stack, and stuffed them in his back pocket before turning up the volume of the ebullient konpa music blaring from his radio. If he was going to wait for his fare to return, he was going to need the company of Radio Lakay.
He adjusted his visor, and stared at the photograph of the two children tucked halfway underneath the flap. A small boy with a round head and a little girl with red bows in her hair flashed bone-white teeth, smiling, their faces black as onyx stones.
Enos was his father's replica, his skin always glistening in the blaze of summer. Adeline, however, was more her mother's child, with brown, bony cheekbones, and a spear for a tongue. Raymond smiled. Just this morning, as he dropped her off at school, she reminded him not to bother picking them up. "We can walk home," she said, squeezing her brother's hand.
They could. He knew that. Yet, he wanted to provide this little bit for his children: the gift of transportation, something he'd never had in his childhood. Raymond himself had walked for miles to school in his bad shoes when he and his brother Nicolas were younger, stepping over gravel and stones in the harsh country terrains. Now that he lived in the city and was a father, he wanted to afford his offspring the luxury of a car.
Even if "luxury" was this old beat-up Datsun taxicab he was sitting in, with a red ribbon tied to the rearview mirror, signaling he was still on duty. He smoothed a dog-ear wrinkle from the photograph with his blackened fingernail. No, fifty gourdes were not enough to sustain his family these days. He would need twice as much for that, and still, once they were all fed, there would be nothing left for their tuition, and his rent that was past due. window. Raymond wondered whether he himself now smelled of hide, and how hard it would be to wash off, especially when water had become a luxury for his family.
